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655 
LINES ON AN INFANT. 

WRITTEN ST A TODNO LADY NOT FOURTEEN YEARS OF AGE. 

Thou art as yet a stranger to the world ; 

A rose-bad in a deep sequestered vale. 
Whose opening blossoms are not yet unfurled, 

Nor yielda its leaves to the refreshing gale. 
Thou art that rose-bud, whose young beauties live 

By the sweet breath of zephyrs passing o'er : 
Affection's smile thy little wants relieve — 

Wants that but ask that little, and no more. 
Be blest, sweet babe, nor dream of life's gay stage, 

For childhood is the paradise of joy— 
No tear to blot its calm, unsullied page, 

No sigh its glassy mirror to destroy. 
Pillow'd upon thy anxious mother's breast, 

Calm is thy mind ; and undisturbed thy sleep, 
As the young turtle dove's within her nest. 

While angels hovering round, their young charge keep. 
When yon pale moon her varying course hath run, 

And cheers the world full many a tedious year, 
When time shall oft renew the inconstant sun, 

And guide thee through life's blooming gay career ; 
Tho' smiling hope should bind thy brow with bliss, 

Tho' some young poet's song thy charms should tell, 
And woo thee to tie muse's balmy kiss, 

And sing the praises of his Isabel ; 
Yet never, never, shall the blooming rose 

Know the calm joys that shone on childhood's day j 
Kindred to angels was its sweet repose. 

Nor did one shadow linger o'er its ray. 
Yet passing years may ripen thy young heart ; 

Maturer thoughts hold ov£r it their sway ; 
And virtue will forbid the joys to part, 

That, blooming, brighten'd cheerful childhood's day. 
But oh ! beware, throughout this life's gay sphere, 

Of that false siren -stealing o'er the mind. 
Beneath whose smile oft lies a frown severe : 

Her name is friendship ; guileful and unkind. 
For she is such, that though hearts young aod warm 

Deem her alone the light of life's wide shore , 
Let doubt once east its shadow o'er her form, 

And her pure lustre 's dimmed for evermore. 
When o'er the cheerless canopy on high 

Aurora's silver chariot cleaves the air, 
The rising sun illuminates the sky, 

And all around is verdant, fresh, and fair. 
But soft ! behold, as twilight's form appears. 

To brighter scenes the sun pursues his flight, 
The world he smiled on, leaves bedew'd in tears, 

And flies before the dusky shades of night. 
Thus friendship bursts upon the soul a while — 

The soul which never knew the frowns of fate ; 
Sweet are its wiles, seductive is its smile, 

Delusive poison, which we feel too late. 
Then, oh ! be blest, nor dream of other years, 

For soon thou'lt find a pilgrimage of woe : 
Life's but a passage thro' a vale of tears . 

To other worlds that more divinely glow. A. J. M. 

and, indeed, it is likely that it received its name from the circumstance of its having 
formerly been used on the Sabbath and in churches. Unless anticipated in our good 
intentions by Sir William in his forthcoming volume, or by some other dusty anti- 
quarian of the Royal Irish Academy, we shall, it is raSre than probable, in.iome 
early number give our readers a brief history of this " interesting relic." 



